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Words can only touch upon the man I knew as Dan Richards. 
They are like a light blanket that merely outlines the shape 
beneath, that describes aspects of Dan, recalls events that took 
place, and records a history. But they cannot complete or fill-in 
the deep emotions that his memories still conjure up in me as 
well as  in others. We knew Dan as  a large man in his love and 
passion for people and food and in his breadth of knowledge 
and interests. He had an enormous heart where family, friends, 
and colleagues lived in equal splendor. He was a man with a 
strong attachment to life and the joys that it could bring, even 
in the simplest of things, from opening a book to slicing 
mushrooms. We all knew that he was a knowledgeable gourmet 
of food and wine; that he could tell wonderful stories and relate 
events &ith ease and wicked wit; and we knew that Dan could 
be generous to a fault. This cookbook is a testament to Dan 
Richards and to the respect his colleagues and friends have 
for him. 

H e  was known as  Dan, Daniel, or Danny to family and friends. 
People knew Dan in different ways but no one, I think, knew 
him completely. We, all his friends and family, hold pieces of 
him, like some jigsaw puzzle, and if we were to put these pieces 
together we would still fall short of the mark. This collection of 
recipes honors the memory of a great friend and colleague. 
They give flavor, aroma, and color to an art form in which Dan 
ruled supreme. To sit and eat a meal with Dan was to 
experience friendship and camaraderie spiced with laughter. 
Dan celebrated a meal. His presence finished off the best of 
meals just like a fine cigar and a glass of cognac-things that 
Dan would appreciate today. 

Dan was born on December 13, 1945, in Salisbury, North 
Carolina, to Eric Kenneth Richards, Sr., and Martha Camp 
Richards. He was one of seven children-six boys (Bill, Dan, 
Eric, James, John, and Michael) and one girl, Margaret. 
Though I have no direct knowledge of this, I cannot believe that 
Dan led an uneventful childhood. Someone like Dan could not 
have led a simple and orderly boyhood for surely he must have 
brought to his family different measures of love, exasperation, 
pride, tears, and anger-the same that he brought to many of 
us, his friends. Coming from a relatively large family like my 
own, I am certain that within his immediate family Dan chose 
sides, secured friendships, fought battles-lost and won, and 
established deep, lasting roots. I do know that Dan was 
particularly close to his youngest brother, Bill, and his sister, 
Margaret. Bill and Margaret are the personification of their 
brother in their great humor, generosity, and love; attributes that 
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Dan possessed in abundance. While his other brothers also 
share these attributes, they somehow seem more introspective 
and protective of their emotions and personal lives. They are 
the other side of Dan. 

Dan Richards was not without fault. He did not suffer fools and 
if prompted by foolishness, ineptitude, or discourteous manner 
of others, he could cut deeply with his rapier tongue or go for 
the throat. This is not to say that he was mean spirited but, 
rather, was impatient. Dan's encounters with misguided 
salesclerks, waiters, and especially pompous individuals who, 
unwittingly, crossed swords with Dan, have achieved legend in 
some quarters. However, Dan was not blind to his own 
shortcomings and would occasionally commiserate over a drink 
how he had overachieved in his most recent encounter with a 
salesclerk, waiter, or miscreant. With friends and family he was 
solid. He took the slings and arrows hurtled at him by friends 
and family with stoic bearing if not complete acceptance. . 

Friendship was very important to Dan for it represented the 
extended family he had acquired and nurtured across the 
length of the U.S. and the rest of the world. He had the unerring 
ability to make friends quickly with his smile, innate wit and 
intelligence, and his bearhug. It was not unusual for Dan to 
come into a room full of strangers and by the time he had 
made his way across the room to the hors d'oeuvres and 
drinks, he would know three to five people by their first names 
and they he. On trips to different cities in the U.S. and to 
various countries of the world, Dan would quickly make friends 
with the hotel maid or the hotel bartender. As a matter of fact, 
bartenders were a natural draw for Dan, who was perfectly 
content to sit at the bar, talking to the bartender, while he 
sipped on a lethal martini or some exotic drink festooned 
with feathers, umbrellas, or other jangling trinket. 

Dan Richards was an avid collector and his collecting interest 
went from the sublime to the profane. The depth of his interest 
in all things would confound those that saw only a small 
fraction of the total being. His acclaimed collection of John 
Updike first editions, and related works, is now part of the 
University of California at Los Angeles (UCLA) Library. Books 
and people were a passion for Dan and he ran the gamut of 
friends from doormen to actress Myrna Loy, from health 
advocate C. Everett Koop to bartenders in Ibiza, Spain. 
One of his greatest joys was to host dinner parties for groups 
of four to twenty people. 

In 1971, Dan began his long association with the West Coast 
and the Biomedical Library of UCLA when he was appointed as  
a cataloger. H e  advanced through the ranks to be head of the 
Acquisitions Division and, finally, served as  Biomedical Library 
Collection Development Officer from 1979 to 1981. During his 
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